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7 h* Tragedy 

ght. Mas poore foule, I enuynot thy glcry, 

To f'eed my humour wifh thy felfeno harme. 
D#f,<j/o , .No,when he chat is my husband now» 

Camc to me, I f ollowed Hennes Courfe, 

When the bloodwas fcarce wafht from bis hands, 
’Which'iifued from my other angeil husband. 

And that dcad faint, which then I weeping followed, 
0,whcn I fay,I Iooht on Richards face, 

Th is was my wifh, be thou^uoth i accurft, 

For ma king me fo young, fo olda vviddow. 

And whcn thou wedft, Jet forrovv haunt iby bed. 

And be thy wife if any be fo bad 
As miferable by the death of thee. 

As th©u haftmademeby my deare Lords death, 

Lo euen I can repeate this curfe againe, 

Euen infofliort a fpacc, mywomans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his honey vvords. 

And prou’d the fubieót of mine owne foules curfe, 
Which cuer fince bath kept mine eyes from fleepe, 

For neuer.yet one houre in his bed, 

Hauc I in oyed the golden dew of fleepe, 

• But hauq beene wakcd by his timerous dreames* 

Befides hc hates me for my father W arvvicke. 

And will üiortly be rid of me» 
jQu; Alas poore foule,I pity thy complaims. 
JDut.Glo.'No more then from my lbule I mourne for yours 
^«.Farcvvell.thou wocfull welcomer of glory. 
Dut.Glo. Adue poore foule thou takelt thy leaue ofit, 
D. Ter.Go thou to Richmond.&c good fortune guidethee 
Go thou to Richardj&aè good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fanéfcuary, good thoughts poffeffe thee, 

I tomy graue, where peaceand reft lye.withme, 
Eyghty old ycares of forrovv hans I feene. 

And each houres ioy wrackt. with a weeke of ieene» 

The trumpetsfpund."Ent er Richard Crownedj BuckiPg- 
ham^Cdtesby y with ether Nobles. 

■Ring, Stand all apart» Goulin of Buekjpgham, 
/Giue me thy hand» Hereke afonds his Thront. 

Thus 


|c/Riehard the 7hit‘d. 

T^ishich by thy adutce 

4 nd thy affiftanceis King Richard feated : 

P,,t Hiall wé weare thefe honours for a day ? 

O f fnali they la ft and we reioyce in them ? 

Bhc.SüW liue they,and foreuer may they lalt. 

AT.O Bsickingham now 1 doe play the touch, 

To tiv if thou be currant Gold indeed : . 

Y 0 n° Edwtrd iiuesAhinke now vvhat 1 would fay 
Buc. Sayon my gracious Soueraigne» 

Ki„<r. Why Buckingham , I iay I would be KiPg» 

Bus- Why fo yoü are my thrice renowned Liege, 

King. Ha: am I King - f tis fo, but Edward liues* 

"Buc. True noble Priricé»- 
Ring. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward ftili fhoitld liue true noble Prince, 

Coufin thou wert notwenttobe fodull, 

Shall I be plaine I wifh the baftards dead. 

And I would haue it fuddainly performd, 

What faieft thou-? fpeake fuddenly , bebriefe, 

A«cYour grace may doeyourpleafure. ^ 

King, Tut,tut,thouart all yce, thy kindneffe fréézétb?’ 
Say,haue I tby confent that they fhall die > 

Buc . Giue me fome breath my Lord, 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolue your grace imedratly» 

Cat. The King is angty fee he biteshis lip. 

Kin.g.l will conueriewith iron witty fooles/ 

And vnrefpeétiue Boyes } none are for me 
That looke into me with conliderate eyes: 

Boy, High rcaching 'Buckingham grovves circumfpeéf» 
Boy. Lord- 

King. Knowft th’ou-not any whom cormptmg Gold 
Would tempt vnto a êlofe exploit of death» 

Boy. My Lord , Iknowadifcontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meanesmatcht not hishaughty raind. 
Gold were as good astwenty Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt himto any thing» 

Ring. Whatis his name ? 

Boy, Hls name my Lord, is TemL 

King 
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